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ANNUAL AFFAIR STOOPENDOUS SUCCESS 

Vic High auditorium-Friday 2:45 P.M. 

Under the genial chairmanship of Mr. 
H.L. Smith, principal of Victoria High, 
an enthusiastic crowd cheered lustily 
as meritous Matric graduates received 
their awards. Mr. Smith especially 



STUDENTS SWEAT ON SPEAKERS PLATFORM 

Eight shaking candidates ^with knock- 
ing knees^rise fearfully to their feet 
welcomed the large number of newly sop- to dare all. A hush of expectancy falls 




histicated Collegians, who sat gravely 
in the back seats. These individuals 
smiled indulgently, in a manner befit- 
ting their new estate, at the efforts 
of speakers to make them laugh, and 
turned withering glances of scorn at 
the forced hilarity of 
their former schoolmates. 

A ’ tres amusant * incident 
occured when Mr.P. George 
answered a short address 
by Eiko Henmi of the Jap- 
enese Canadian Citizens 
League, who was to have 
presented a cup to the 
school from her society. 

However to the embarrass- 
ment of both speakers, the 


M 


y\ 


over the assembled multitudes in Room 21* 
Will the speakers revert to the barbaric 
days of yore when scowling demagogues 
dynamically denounced (alliteration) -- 
their political adversaries, NO! This 
year we have emerged from our ancient 

state of savagery. The speech 
-es, this time >8 how the high 
degree of civilization to 
which the College has sunktr- 
er — risen. In fact „ they 


rank mist fill the dark. 

Flint. 

, Sophs appraising Fresh 

cup , which was to have j *ettes Hoys, indolent- 

been displayed on the 


by G.B. - 

The "Duke"--- An d no b- ! were *<“»«• Ille Ambul- 

i m anr rmrc ance was not even needed. 

i'afn an y ° Isone is the fierce bitter 

Ward 9 Damp smoke .campaign speech of yester- 

. . 'troo r * UG i f n the v* r* yi T. 1 rvn 


stage 7 had not arrived .( 
It was the Fiend what did 

it-- or maybe a 

Trotskiest ) 

The prize winners are 
as follows: 

Royal Institution Matric 

Scholarship ($175) 

--Charles Cooper. 

Victoria Women’ 3 Canadian 
Club Scholarship ($200)-- 
Joyce Daiziel and Walter 
Knotts . 

Cecilia Green Memorial 
Award -Gordon Calderhead. 


fyear! With the exception of 
Jack Anderson, the "Ladies’ 
Choice" no one even cracked 
a joke(??}. As was to be 

evedl from'’tasietrieani n J e *Pe cte ^ the 4 ; attendance v,as 
v - ^seriously undermined by the 

competition of the World's 
Series Baseball. ’Nuff said! 


BLANK SPACE NO. 1 

Scene: Editorial Room, 

(Somewhere in France) 

Time: Thursday morning 
about 3:00 A.M. 

Editor, rending hia wavy 
locks in twain : " Come 

on, youse guys, we got to 
fill these spaces somehow, 
* Does anyone know "A JOKE" 

| : : t#SEE B TANK SPACE NO 2.p.,3 . 


back, question each face. 

! - ■ -p : h rsrrf of ~ - - - Sas soon * 

(And with great lies about 
his wooden horse, set the 
crew laughing and forgot 

his course. Flecker. 

Rugby Team Their 

shoulders held the sky 
suspended , 

earth’s foundations st&y 

Housman . 

After seeing the frosh 

the sophs thought Was 

it for this the clay grew 

- tall? Owen. 

1st day of College 


xning the doors in crowds 
The officials seem to 
waken with a shout. 

-- ----- Sassoon. 

The Staff hope that 
the above contribution 
will create an added in- 
centive for the study of 
English. I** 1 


UL7IMRTUM. 


Ward 2 Sat. 11 A.M.., P.S.T. 
In a moving address here 
they stood ancj before a gigantic multitude 
of two awed freshmen. Prof- 
essor J.C. Cunningham deliv- 
ered his final crushing ult- 
imatum to Ward 9. Said Mr. 
Cunningham, in words of del- 
iberate emphasis: KW0TE,*If 
any more chairs are taken in 
Scared people hurry 7 storfto Ward 9, there will be NO 

Ward 9." UNKWOTE. With these 


ominous words the registrar 
swept from the room. Your 

reporter hopes that Ward 9 
denizens will kindly take \ 

the hint. Ail Ridding aside, 
fellows*, Mr. Cunningham 

really means business. Catch? 

<3 H- * 

A - . ' > 
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.We eire pleased to pre- 
sent to you, our readirr 
public (?) the members of 
our staff. At present we 
are as follows :- 

Editor-in-chief. . . .Thomas 

. W ainman -W o o d . 

Associate Editors. .. .Glen 
Hamilton, Doug Worthing- 
ton, Wally Friker, Bill 
Sloan. 

Columnists and Reporters. 
...Lucy Berton, Jim Asse- 
lstine , John Stevenson 


/?<YO/Y Y. Moi/Jf. 

b 

. . . M/vssif. 

Here I recline, (-in 
Ward 2, not .Ward 9) desp- 
erately racking ray poor 
brain for subject materi- 
al. Cold sweat is pouring 
down my furrowed brow in 
^ ^ little rivulets as I see 

Don Nelson, ~and~ others'^’ the Editor's fiendish 

words "WE GO TO PRESS 
THIS AFTERNOON" in flam- 
ing twelve inch type bef- 
ore my eyes. A long -disc- 
arded English text lies, 
forgotten at my feet ( 

I am only foolin' , Engli- 
sh Dep't.). Gee, its orf- 
ul'.l No joyous patter of 
little (??) feet playing 
cops and robbers in Coll- 
ege corridors, no amateur 
firefighting activities 
in Ward 9, say, what is 
there to write about now? 

Ah, here is an inter- 
esting little item:- 'En- 
tered Ward 9 for the fir- 
st time this year. That 
noble (?) institution, to 
my lien eyes, seems to 
be degernerating. Since 
the absence of Two --pipe 
Mickleberry , "the living 
Volcano," it is possible 
to dimly discern faint 
outlines of grimey visa- 
ges in the smoke filled 
room. Last year, if I re- 
member correctly, it was 
customary to " hold Air 
Raid Precaution Practices 
every Tuesday during Ward 
9 band rehearsals. A com- 
plete blackout for one 
hour then ensued with the 
orchestra rendering their 
interpretation of an air, 
raid siren. At the concl- 
usion of this one hour 
period,. Chief Warden Hor- 
cne of the Air Raid Preca- 
utionary Committee would 
give the All Clear signal 
to the Ward's inhabitants 
by opening the window. 
But alas , that sort of 
tradition is fast passing- 
out of College life and 
so will ( Cm/Ztitna Ce>/u*+n). 


Typographical Staff 


XX.LXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 

This week, as you have 
doubtlessly noticed, the 
"Microscope" has been pu- 
blished in a new form. 
This radical change was 
undertaken so as to divi- 
de the work of putting 
out the paper more equal- 
ly amongst the members of 
the Editorial Staff. 

This year, due to the 
great amount of scholast- 
ic activity going on ar- 
ound these old halls, se- 
veral of our staff cannot 
give all the time necess- 
ary to lend us a helping 
hand. Me fear that .Nr 7 
Sloan, our very good Spo- 
rts Editor will fall into 
this class, therefore, if 
anyone considers that he 
(or she) would like to 
try sports reporting, ju- 
st let us know. 

The Frosh are settling 
down nicely now, and it 
is a revelation to poke 
one's head into Ward 2 
and see all those big, 
big men studying'. 

We foresee a bitter 
struggle between Mr. And- 
erson and Mr. Worthington 
for the position of Trea- 
surer, as also will prob- 
aoj.y oe the case with re- 

f $rH&*t£4>aL Oe,, . J 


Column 

Z/755. 



We sincerely hope that 
the College has not bec<r 
come a dumping place for 

h ighway derelicts no 

remarks, please 

There has been noted, 
by the calm expressions 
and actions- of students 
in these hallowed halls, 
a lack of candid cameras. 
Thank goodness'. 

It is too bad that the 
afternoon tea of Chem One 
lab. had to be cancelled 
because certain duties 
pertaining to 'weighing i- 
nterfered. 

I ' 11 bet the candid- 
ates who spoke Wednesday 
put up more convincing 
speeches, on arriving home 
late on Saturday nights'. 

There seems to ...much 
room for discussion on 
the topic "How can a per- 
son play rugby for * two 
hours with thirty strong 
men aim. come away hap- 
py and irr one hour 
throw his shoulder out on 
a roller skating rink." 

It is rumoured that a 
certain college man (Fro- 
sh) smiled last Friday on 
receiving a scholarshi . 
Congratulations, and we 
hope that this will Knott 
be the last. 

Have you been noticing 
that, s the days grow 
shorter these hour perio- 
ds are stretching into 

decades?. 


AU- RE VOIR. 




£0/VT//s/UftT/O A/S' 

Column one continued: 

gards to the election of 
the First Year Women's Re- 
presentative. 

Column tv/o continued: 

I if I don't learn this f 
English I 
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SPASM THE SECOND 


CLUBS 


r 




GLEE GLUB Monday Cot. a 
A meeting of the club l 
was held in Room 5 at 12 j Last 

noon. Mr. President open-| t> ur ^ 00 
l Ward 2 


GRIDLEY QUAYLE Oh THE TRAIL OH FURTHER FIENDISHNESS 


ed the mourning session. 
Elections will he held on 
Friday the 10th . All 
interested please attend. 
MEN'S LISOUSSICH GLUB 
The discusting club 
received a challenge to a 
debrte from the normal 
school. Next meeting will 
be held on Wednesday 11th. 
for elections and more 
discussion about ?? 

I.R.C. Thursday Sept, 28 
The club \.as well 
attended. Mr. Parr turned 
the club over to U.r. S. 
Pettit. Next meeting on 
Monday the ®th. 

WOMEN'S UNDERGRAD. 

Miss Fields outlined 
the club’s purposes. 

on Wednesday 11. 


week we left Uil- 
recumbent on the 
/ard 2 floor, numerous 
puzzled freshmen gazing 
blankly at this space and 
saying, in effect, "I don't 
get it I” and Sir Arthur 


Election 
S.G.M. 

Mr. Farr spoke on its 
purposes. - Next meeting 
on Thursday 12th Boom 16 

"AND IT GAME TO PAS 


Thursday Sept. 28 


Qtf 


the Fiend.'" gurgled Quayle, 
"Not a moment must be lost I" 
(Lurching to where the leer- 
ing lurker lurked, the Great 
(Defective pounced. During 
..the scuffle, he seized a' e 
pair of adjacent wrists and 
Conan Doyle turning over in locked then firmly together 
his grave at something like with his pair of ancient 
500 revolutions per minute, handcuffs. It was then that 

he found his movements some- 
Iwhat hampered. When the dust 
had settled, he found himsel 
f beneath one of the trees 
securely handcuffed with 
his own gyves. "Someone has 
blundered!" muttered the 
Great Man, thickly. He gazed 
about for the Fiend. Then 
slightlyMie knew. ‘Twas not the Fie- 
nd. he had cone upon, but 

IWilbur partaking of the 

orbidden fruit, it was ■ 
fthen the Great Defective 
said: 

INES 


Yiilbur has regained semi- 
consciousness, and is him- 
self again. 

To Go OnKIn spite of the 
numerous freshmen) 

"Don't do that, Foo',* 
said Quayle, sternly, "You 
know that always makes me 
nervous." Foo cast his 
eyes to the floor, 
abashed. Then when no one 
was looking, he quietly 
knelt down and gathered 
then 1 his eyes) up again, 
hoping nobody had noticed. 


I'unny and daddy Worthi- | 
ington stood ue-ide the li-| 
ttle crib and wonder sprea 
over their faces. They had 
waited patiently for hin 
and there he was 
now he was go in g 
All these months 
rgled and smiled 
dish glee but to-day he was 
about to utter his first 
words. His face went a bea 
utiful baby purple and thq 
proud parents nearly exp 1-1 

oded with pride. One more j 

valfant effort, his little j^fioor, 
fists doubled up, his pare^Hr/ions. 


, and now , 
to speak, 
he had gu- 
with chil- 


"YJe will catch this fiend, 
redhanded, and y«u my dear 
Foo, shall help me”. V/il- 
bur muttered something 
about having a lecture 
left hurriedly. "Such 
enthusiasm" commented 
Quayle lighting his charred 


and 


Suddenly the room 


pipe 

was hushed, then spake 
Barry Hevans, pres, of the 
College S.C., his handsome 
presidential puss suffused 
with wrath, "No smoking in 
Ward 2J" Snarled Cuayle "I 
smoke were I SEN SORED well 
please.” Exactly three 
and one fifth seconds later 
the Great Defective found 
himself on the corridor 

strewn in all direct 
Then Wilbur Foo 


NEAT 


FOURTEEN 


said, "Now" and wee Doug 
shouted his fiist words, 
"It smells." 

BLANK SPACE NO. 2. 

XWJfo. quips brightly with l 

horrid leer: '"Why does a 

chicken cross . " 

All: ’•PHEW’*’ 

The Duke pipes up: "That 


smells. How's 


this? 
. « 


Who was 


that lady I 

Chorus : "Open a window*" 
Hamilton ventures : "Once 
on a time there was an 
man a Scotchman and a-- 
"THROW HIM OUT*" 

Sloan offers: "It seems that 

there was a. travelling--- 
Editor breaks m hurriedly!* 

"THAT’S ENOUGH, Sloan. O.K. 


up ~i . 

Irish from 

W 


crawled out from under a 
radiator and assisted hin 
to his feet. It was then 
that Quayle remnrked”Jfckk»N - 
ClSEHBEEEf CENSORED BY ORDER 
OF EDITOR" Awed by the 
great man's stirring words 
Uilbur Foo gulped and sank 
to the floor. Feel- 
need of a restorativ 
sallied forth to the 
to again fill his 
;k with Eau-de-Dogf ishe, 
Mr. Cunningham’s Vatc 
of '28. Removing his wading 
boots, and feeling ref re she c 
the Human Bloodhound was , 
sauntering back to the Col- 
lege, when he espied a dim 
ing in a much 


"THj 

Ha < ij „EEN dTiLIL: ED Bi 
'THE CENSOR. " Awed by the 
Great Man’s stirring words 
Wilbur Foo choked upon an 
apple core and sagged lim- 
ply to the flo- -er — ground. 
Here the manuscript abrupt- 
ly ends — for the time be- 
ing anyway. Will Gridley 
Quayle find the Fiend or 
will the Fiend continue his. 
evil career oi crime”! For 
that matter will you cont- 
inue to read this tripe’ 
Efforts are being made to 
apprehend the Fiend. Ef- 
fort- are also being made 
to apprehend the writer of 
this stuff. So for futher 
details consult your ne: t 
week' s Microscope before 
the Censor REALLY catches 
him up. 


limply 
ing in 
Quayle 
Bi-Lab 


fla 


COMMENTS ON OUR NEW SERIAL 


NOTE BY YE ED: 

SORRY’ 

THIS 

HAS 

BEEN 

CENSORED’ 

Willie Frosh: "Don’t get it" 
Pierre Berton: "Stealing my 

stuff, eh?" 

Sinclair Lewis: "It Can’t Hap- 
pen Here" 

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle; 

"Three sepulchral groans" 


x, figure lurking in a !.»««« 

kids, th£ blanks are f illed/p U biicized grove of tree 

EXEUNT ALL near the west entrance. Tis 


* S 

If rr\A 


[Editor: ’I#/**??? 


(SORRY, OUR CENSOR SLIPPED 
UP ON THAT ONE’) rv „ 
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LAST YEARS HATER IAl., 
y/{\Y the HOY S w CmT T(J WAShiM^TD* "T/fy s 




THE CHEEPUNC* section 





